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Be Friends Forever 


by a neighbour's six year daughter — 
there are three girls in their family, 


a mother and two daughters. 
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Featured Poem: They Make a Rasp of it! 


by Aki Kurosawa 


You see, I have these dreams ... 
of being held down .... 

against my will ... 

and being tickled, here and there 
and everywhere ... 


But when I tell my 
boyfriends what I dream about 


they just don't understand. 


They make a rasp of it, 
and turn my dreams 


into nightmares ... 


Boys don't understand girls 


... they just don't want to. 
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Poetic Voice Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is proud to publish this fourth volume of Poetic 


Voice Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring poets. 


Several of the poems in this edition of Poetic Voice were first published in 
the now defunct online artists magazine This Great Society. These lovely 
poems deserve both new-found admirers, and a degree of permanence. They 
were written by visual artists, many of whom are graduates of the Emily 


Carr Institute of Art and Design (now a University) located in Vancouver. 


The new poems by Aki and the analysis of They Make A Rasp of it! were 
transcriptions and translations from Japanese to English. Arigato Aki! The 
poems by Justin Fan are by a first time poet. The historical poems by 


Rossetti and Plath are two priceless treasures in the English Language. 


Poetic Voice Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. Please 


feel free to submit your poetry to 
pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 
There is no fee to submit. There is no writer's fee provided by the journal 


for those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. The 


Theme for the next Poetic Voice Magazine is undiscovered country. 
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Poetic Commentary 
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The Process of Making Poetry by Amy Lowell 


In answering the question, How are poems made ? my instinctive answer is a 
flat / don't know.' It makes not the slightest difference that the question as 
asked me refers solely to my own poems, for I know as little of how they are 
made as I do of any one else's. What I do know about them is only a 
millionth part of what there must be to know. I meet them where they touch 
consciousness, and that is already a considerable distance along the road of 


evolution. 


Whether poetry is the fusion of contradictory ideas, as Mr. Graves believes, 
or the result and relief of emotional irritation and tension, as Sara Teasdale 
puts it, or the yielding to a psychical state verging on day-dream, as 
Professor Prescott has written a whole book to prove, it is impossible for any 
one to state definitely. All I can confidently assert from my own experience 
is that it is not day-dream, but an entirely different psychic state and one 


peculiar to itself. 


The truth is that there is a little mystery here, and no one is more conscious 
of it than the poet himself. Let us admit at once that a poet is something like 
a radio aerial he is capable of receiving messages on waves of some sort; but 
he is more than an aerial, for he possesses the capacity of transmuting these 


messages into those patterns of words we call poems. 


It would seem that a scientific definition of a poet might put it something 


like this: a man of an extraordinarily sensitive and active subconscious 
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personality, fed by, and feeding, a non-resistant consciousness. A common 
phrase among poets is, 'It came to me.' So hackneyed has this become that 
one learns to suppress the expression with care, but really it is the best 


description I know of the conscious arrival of a poem. 


Sometimes the external stimulus which has produced a poem is known or 
can be traced. It may be a sight, a sound, a thought, or an emotion. 
Sometimes the consciousness has no record of the initial impulse, which has 
either been forgotten or springs from a deep, unrealized memory. But 
whatever it is, emotion, apprehended or hidden, is a part of it, for only 
emotion can rouse the subconscious into action. How carefully and precisely 
the subconscious mind functions, I have often been a witness to in my own 
work. An idea will come into my head for no apparent reason; 'The Bronze 
Horses, for instance. I registered the horses as a good subject for a poem; 
and, having so registered them, I consciously thought no more about the 
matter. But what I had really done was to drop my subject into the 
subconscious, much as one drops a letter into the mail-box. Six months later, 
the words of the poem began to come into my head, the poem to use my 


private vocabulary was 'there.' 


Some poets speak of hearing a voice speaking to them, and say that they 
write almost to dictation. I do not know whether my early scientific training 
is responsible for my using a less picturesque vocabulary, or whether their 
process really differs from mine. I do not hear a voice, but I do hear words 
pronounced, only the pronouncing is toneless. The words seem to be 


pronounced in my head, but with nobody speaking them. This is an effect 
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with which I am familiar, for I always hear words even when I am reading to 
myself, and still more when I am writing. In writing, I frequently stop to 
read aloud what I have written, although this is really hardly necessary, so 


clearly do the words sound in my head. 


The subconscious is, however, a most temperamental ally. Often he will 
strike work at some critical point and not another word is to be got out of 
him. Here is where the conscious training of the poet comes in, for he must 
fill in what the subconscious has left, and fill it in as much in the key of the 
rest as possible. Every long poem is sprinkled with these lacunae; hence the 
innumerable rewritings which most poems undergo. Sometimes the sly 
subconscious partner will take pity on the struggling poet and return to his 
assistance; sometimes he will have nothing to do with that particular passage 
again. This is the reason that a poet must be both born and made. He must be 
born with a subconscious factory always working for him or he never can be 
a poet at all, and he must have knowledge and talent enough to 'putty' up his 
‘holes to use Mr. Graves's expression. Let no one undervalue this process of 
puttying; it is a condition of good poetry. Of the many first manuscript drafts 
of great poets that have passed through my hands in the last twenty-five 
years, I have seen none without its share of putty, and the one of all most 


worked over is Keats's 'The Eve of St. Agnes. 


Long poems are apt to take months preparing in the subconscious mind; in 
the case of short poems, the period of subconscious gestation may be a day 
or an instant, or any time between. Suddenly words are there, and there with 


an imperious insistence which brooks no delay. They must be written down 
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immediately or an acute suffering comes on, a distress almost physical, 
which is not relieved until the poem is given right of way. I never deny 
poems when they come; whatever I am doing, whatever I am writing, I lay it 
aside and attend to the arriving poem. I am so constituted that poems seldom 
come when I am out of doors, or actively engaged in company. But when I 
am alone, an idea contingent upon something I have seen or done when I am 
out will announce itself, quite as though it had been biding its time until it 


had me quiescent and receptive. 


I seldom compose in my head. The first thing I do when I am conscious of 
the coming of a poem is to seek paper and pencil. It seems as though the 
simple gazing at a piece of blank paper hypnotized me into an awareness of 
the subconscious. For the same reason, I seldom correct poems while 
walking or driving; I find that the concentration needed for this is in the 
nature of trance (although that is too exaggerated a word for it), and must not 
be broken into by considerations of where I am going or what station I am to 


get out at. 


This state of semi-trance is not surprising when we think of short poems ; 
what is curious is that the trancelike state can hold over interruptions in the 
case of long poems. When a poem is so long that days or weeks are needed 
to write it, the mere sitting down to continue it produces the requisite frame 
of mind, which holds (except for the lacunae I have spoken of) throughout 
its correction. On the other hand, no power will induce it if the subconscious 


is not ready; hence the sterile periods known to all poets. 
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I do believe that a poet should know all he can. No subject is alien to him, 
and the profounder his knowledge in any direction, the more depth will there 
be to his poetry. I believe he should be thoroughly grounded in both the old 
and the new poetic forms, but I am firmly convinced that he must never 
respect tradition above his intuitive self. Let him be sure of his own sincerity 
above all, let him bow to no public acclaim, however alluring, and then let 


him write with all courage what his subconscious mind suggests to him. 
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They Make a Rasp of it! An analysis 


They make a rasp of it! is a contemporary poem by the Japanese writer and 


poet Aki Kurosawa. 


Aki is in her early thirties and lives in Tokyo where she shares an apartment 
with an adventurous and rebellious younger sister. Now that they share their 
own place, she and her sister have become closer and find they have many 
fancies in common. Together, and by themselves, Aki and her sister are 


exploring their sensuousness. 


Aki says she writes to express her inner feelings and emotions, and that she 


believes that we live in two worlds, one of which is in our dreams. 


Aki has an active imagination. 


You see, I have these dreams ... 
of being held down .... 

against my will ... 

and being tickled, here and there 
and everywhere ... 


When she was thirteen Aki discovered her sexuality and found her first 


pleasures in the tickle of a feather. 
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She had her first orgasm tickling her clitoris with a fluffy white feather. Her 
first orgasm came to her slowly, in the middle of the night, over the course 
of a pleasant hour, while she caressed herself while her younger sister was 


asleep in her own bed in the same room. 


She admits that the thrill of perhaps being ‘caught in the act’ made this first 
orgasm even more sublime for Aki. She still finds the thrill in this genre of 


voyeurism. 


Intimacy with her first boyfriend came a few years later. Aki found the first 
time with a boy to be unpleasant, painful, rushed and emotionless. She was 
unfulfilled, and wanted to be pleased in her own way. He would not 
obliged. They were a couple for a very short time. He only seemed 


interested in one thing! 


In the space of the next few years Aki fell into and out of relationships, 
mostly because the boys she was dating were not interested in fulfilling her 


fancies.She tried to talk to her boy friends ... 


But when I tell my 
boyfriends what I dream about 


they just don't understand. 


Aki wants intimacy to be more than just about sex; more than just '... locks 


and keys ...' as she has described the difference between men and women. 
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She has tried to make her boyfriends better understand her fancies, but ... 


They make a rasp of it, 
and turn my dreams 


into nightmares ... 


Aki 1s the first to admit that women are more sensuous than men and that the 
softness of human touch and tickle of a feather, or a oft paint brush or of a 
man's tongue is more important to her then the ardor of their masculinity. 


She hates the rapine nature of sexual intercourse. 


Once Aki tied a boyfriend to a chair, blindfolded him and them tickled him 
with a paint brush. It drove him crazy and he did manage to come to 
orgasm, but when it was his turn to do the same to her, he was unable to 


bring similar pleasure to her. He did not understand her physiology. 


Boys don't understand girls 


... they just don't want to. 


Aki has been very patient and has tried to help her boyfriends understand 
her, but she is sad when she says that she has *...almost given up with men.’ 
When asked whether this means she would rather be intimate with women, 


all Aki did was smile and say ...’that is another story ... for another day.’ 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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New Poems 
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Two poems by Justin Fan 


Watching Far 


Seeing you meant the start of a day, 


missing you meant my day is a pause. 


They say time can't stop 
I say when you are gone from my eyes 


time is gone. 


I can not sense time 
because without you 
I can't sense anything 


except sadness. 


I need you 

just like the earth needs the sun, 
without you in my sight 

I am incomplete, 

I am not in balance. 


herefore I am unstable. 


Even if I need you 
so desperately just like there is a force 


between bonding elements ... 
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there is a force between us 
which means I can only watch 
you from a far, 


but I can't touch you. 


When I go close to you 
just like breaking 
those ever so living forces 


my source of life starts pounding. 


The closer I get to you 

the harder my life source pounds, 
even if it meant death 

I still want to touch ... 


but it is just too hard. 


Scenery 


I have once seen a spark of beauty, 
in a room of royal sounds, 
then I run and run 


just to have another glimpse of it. 


That spark was gone when I appeared. 
I then realized that is not a spark 


but a living piece of art 
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and a scenery of great beauty, 


this beauty only appeals to my eye. 


I cannot live 
with this beauty gone, 
nor can I live 


with this scenery destroyed. 


Later I knew 
I myself was the reason 
for this shining beauty 


to disappear time to time. 


For my scenery 

to continue on shining, 

I would lock myself away 
and far, may just a glimpse 
time to time can 

satisfy my loss 

of an ever ending 


desire of love 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 Page 21 


These Unfulfilled Thoughts ...by Alyssa Yu 


Forcefully my body 
was dragged through 


the dusted room. 


My stitched rag frictioned 
against the repelling floor ... 
dead skin rapidly 

drifted off my body. 


Salted water leisurely 
drained off of my pale expression, 
my eyes reluctantly 


stared at the ignoble man. 


Gazing above, the clouded sky, 
a slight of light radiated 
on the surface of my skin, 


drying the salted water. 


Sitting on the turbid ground, 
resting myself ... 

hope ... 

peace ... 


home ... 
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family ... 
friends... 


these unfulfilled thoughts 


revolved in my imagination. 


Tears falling, drifting and evaporating. 
The gun was propelled 

into my aching hands. 

I held it, sobbing. 

How could I be holding this? 


The black were shot vividly in sight. 
Holding the gun, 
hopelessly 


placing my palm towards my eyes 
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Two poems by Elle 


The Obscene Word 


Don't say it! 

You mustn't say it. 

Never use the word. 

It should be struck 

... from the language. 

It should be never, 

... ever heard. 

I can't listen. 

I can't bear to hear. 

You mustn't tell it in anger, 
Or whisper it in my ear. 
Oh, please, please, promise me 


You'll never say ... Goodbye. 


My Darling ... 


Let me seduce you 
with my wit ... 
my lips ... 


and my fingertips. 
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Dear Los Angeles by Briana Lyon 


I miss your flavors 
shouts in the night 
Hot grease splashing 


onto cracked sidewalk 


Palm trees, cars, bright colors 
hot little worlds 
Hot blissful heat 


frustration colliding everywhere 


the latin jumble 
the zen swath 


the humble rancher 


banyan tree 
before a gothic revival facade 
best noodle house 


beside a truck stop titty bar 


I want your vivacity 
your chaos and pollution 


breathing again in my lungs 
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Five Poems by Aki Kurosawa 


What I Miss Most of All... 


You ask me, 

what I miss, most of all ... 

It is to travel by train, 

to far, far away ... 

from where I live, 

in unhappy Tokyo, 

and soak in an onsen, 

even with strangers, 

far, far away ... 

in the mountains somewhere, 
where people know, 

you are not from around here, 
and point at you, 

and talk about you 

without turning their backs. 

I am so lonely that 

I might even let a farm boy, 
take me into the fields, 

far, far away ... 

and roll me in the hay 

under the cold dark night sky 


just to say to my friends 
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I still know how to play. 
You ask me ... 


what I miss most of all ... 


It is how to be happy. 
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Taking Things in Hand 


Sometimes ... I let lil’ sis 
take me out 
to meet some 


of her chums ... 


Oh boy! 


There was sis and I 
and four puppies, 


all eager to play, yelping.... 


They tried to paw, paw, paw 
their way up, into my dress ... 


I was not impressed! 


I pressed me knees tight together, 
And held down my dress, 
Then they tried up top. 


There was no stopping them. 


We six sat in a booth 
at the back of a dark, 
old restaurant, 


far across town 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 Page 28 


where truckers gathered. 


Those wretches eyed us hungrily. 


And here I was trapped between 
two yelping little chiens. 

There was not much I could do, 
until after we had eaten ... 

I saw a gleam in sis’ eyes 


that told me why she had brought us here. 


Four of them and two of us ... 


we were there to give them a hand. 


I watched from across the table 
as she toyed with her boys 
They looked down, went silent 


closed their eyes ... and smiled 


The two beside me watched too ... 
and began to whimper, and whine. 


...S0 did all the other wretches around the room 


And so I too took things in hand. 
Why not! It's a free world ... 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 Page 29 


Softly, slowly, I started 
to pet these puppies. 


Fresh out of the kennels. 


But at least their whimpering 


and whining had stopped. 


They were not much to begin with, 

Hardly there in fact, 

with their big paws and little stiffs 

but they sort of grew on you ... 

these pups that squirmed and finally foamed 


When we were finished 
sis and I ... we dashed away 
not having to worry about 


puppies nipping at our heels. 
I have to credit my sis, 


she hasn't had to pay 


for her lunch in years. 
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It is Going to be a Boy She Says. 


Next month, my best friend, 
she's having a baby. 
She's much younger than me ... 


just past her teens. 


We use to work together 

side by side. But last year 

she lost her job, 

then her boy friend too, 

when she needed him the most, 


(he's not the father), 


and the baby's father ... well ... 
she doesn't even know his name, 


no one will tell her who he is, 


they were both drunk 
at the time they bumped 
into each other... 


and now she has sobered up. 


I think I know ... 
who the father 1s, 
but can't tell her, 
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I may end up jobless too ... 


It is going to be a boy she says. 
She can feel his tiny pencil 
ticking her from within, 
writing her little haiku ... 


reminding her, 


she has no men 
in her life, 

except her father, 
who wants to toss 


them both into the streets. 


She waits ... 
with her grandmother now, 
far away ... 


somewhere in the country 


Oh well ... 
she and the little one 


will at least have fresh air. 


It is going to be a boy she says. 
I hope it is a girl! 
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What is my Body Trying to Tell Me? 


My cracked seed, 


my brown rice ... 
my green wheat 
my white soybean ... 


my red sorghum 


It starts to bleed, 
whenever the farmers want 


to furrow the ground 


What is my body trying to tell me? 


That the plow 
can only furrow the soil 


when nothing will grow? 


Or should I let 
the damned crows peck at me 


whenever they feel hungry? 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 


Page 33 


A Salary Girl ... in a Salary World 


I sit at my desk, 
a salary girl ... 


in a salary world 


surrounded by salary men 
who are probably 
thinking 
the same things 


Iam... 


There is the day me, 

prim and proper, 
and the night time me, 

the complete opposite, 
which comes out on 


a Saturday ... at midnight. 


Each day is the same 
except Sundays ... 
when I can sleep off 


the night before. 


Sometimes on Sundays 


I wake up in my own bed 
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alone ... but, most times 
I wake up somewhere else, 


and can't find my panties. 


I have a yen 
for this other life 
and if I wanted to ... 
I could play my way, 
one fancy trick at a time, 
by working one night a week, 
and sleeping it off ... 


the other six. 


That way I don't have 
to sit at my desk, 
a salary girl ... 
in a salary world 


surrounded by salary men. 
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Permission Slip by Robyn Cadamia 


the river is slender and quick 

won't keep from slipping along 

its spine of edgeless ridgeless stones 

it sighs acquiesce 

the stones roll as if in a mouth concurring 

a controlled rumble beneath 

an unfamiliar lover 

on the shoulder of a bend i am lifting my dress 
over my ribs my head 

barriers rise and fall 

below the heft of hemlock 

my small suit left like a cracked seed around me 
oh to curl entirely inside of it 

or to indulge 

the perfecting lick of the river 

instead of this: me 

quivering in the open air 

in the anonymous eyes of my company 


the river slipping away with its approval 
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Eleven Poems by Patrick Bruskiewich 


The Moth Thought ... 


The moth 

thought ... 

it could hide away, 

but little did it know 

that the hungry crow 

could spy its grey 

in the bright light of the day 


Until It Was Too Late ... 


In the dark of the night, 

the crazy moth flew, round 
and round the candle flame, 
without fear in its frenzied 
state it could not feel 

the searing heat, 

nor sense the harm 


until it was too late ... 


Its wings were singed, 


it lost control and right 
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into the blue flame it flew. I 
watched the moth fall, 
smack out of the air, 


as if 1t did not care ... 


and it was then that I saw 
burnt on the table 

next to the candle 

another moth ... 

there on its back, 

its legs flaying about 

as the second moth plummeted 


hard upon it. 


Then there was silence, 
the stillness of the night ... 
and in my state I swear 

I heard a sigh 

and a voice say ... 


what took you so long dear? 


Because I Am So Poor ... 


I came and sat awhile 


to write a short poem 
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because I am so poor 
and have no job 


to keep me busy. 


I Miss ... 


I miss ... 

seeing you 

and your beautiful smile 
and hearing your soft 
and wonderful words, 
telling me how 

happy you are 

with life ... 


Addressed Like a Concubine 


There it was again, 

the knock, knock, knock. 

It was late, but urgent 

no doubt, so I did not balk 

and opened the door, and there 

she was addressed like a concubine, 


fervent with words ... wanting 
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to be let in. So I did 

let her by, to talk my ear off, 

and cry wistfully, and tell me wildly 

of her dreams, and great sex. 

I poured her wine and gave 

her something to eat, for it 

was evident she was famished, 

in so many ways. I was 

an oasis in her stormy love 

life, a man who could 

look at her voluptuousness 

and say ‘so what’, and so 

she seduced me with her words and fantasies 
until she fell asleep. I turned off the light, 
threw open my robe, lay upon a blanket 
on the floor, and left her undisturbed 

as the best of me stood erect, 


a silhouette in the night, aching to be noticed. 


A Goddess Creating her Adam 


She asked me how I felt. 

A silly question to ask me, 
for I sat naked before her 
and her friend as they sculpt. 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 Page 40 


Do you meditate when you sit? 

It depends who I am with ... 

Are you meditating now? 

Can I ask you how you feel? 

Happy ... very happy ... 

Well then, I knew she had never 

seen a naked man before 

so close at hand. She formed 

the clay in her hands, 

like she was forming me, 

slowly, carefully, studying 

the ins and outs of me, 

unabashedly. Then she stopped 
talking and lusted for the clay, 
making lively, lovely, rolling parts, 
some small and some significant, 
never taking her lustful eyes off of me 
as she rolled and rolled and rolled the clay 
between her fingers, as God may have 
done when creating Eve, 


but she a Goddess creating her Adam ... 


Pondering Philosophical Questions 


Sometimes I stand for minutes on end 
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under the shower head and the spray 

of hot water, pondering great philosophical 
questions. As the water flows down my chest 
I ask myself, why do men have breasts? 

And over my stomach bulging forth ... 

why do we grow old? Why can't we 

stay young forever! But even stars and 

the whole shebang will one day die off. 

Why do I even matter ... sputter ... sputter ... 
sputter ... the spray reminds me that 

time is an illusion, for cannot time run 
backwards, and the spray enter the shower 
head? All I need to do is change time 

to naught time. As the water drips from 

my faucet, reminding me that I have 

not been, am not, and may perhaps never 

be the father of my own progeny, being 

a prodigy, my life's energy has 

been spent elsewhere. Why couldn't 

my parents just name me Albert and get 

it over with? Would he have achieved so 
much if Riemann or Gauss had not come before 
him? Do we remember his sons’ names? 


The spray sputters ... sputters ... sputters ... 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 Page 42 


This Pablo Fellow 


I don't understand him ... 

this Pablo fellow. He's lazy 
throwing his paints about, limb 
by twisted limb. Perhaps crazy, 
perhaps not. He knows his stuff 
of that we're sure. He knows 
Les Demoiselles, all about love 
or maybe lust, in his art it shows — 
a crease here, a crevice there, 
perhaps a fallacy too. It grows 
on you... it does ... if you care 
to push past the obvious, a nose 
that is something male, bare 

sex dressed by colour, and 
nothing else. It's brain candy 
made not of sugar, fanned 

by our imagination, dandy 

don't you think! 

If you've had too much to drink! 


I Just Think They're Nauts ... 


The Americans call them astronauts. 
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The Russians Cosmonauts and 


the Chinese Taikonauts. But ... 


I just think they're nauts. 


The Jaguar ... 


The Jaguar runs up 


to me and says ... 


It is so nice to meet you, 


now I am going to eat you. 


She had Been Waiting for Him 


She had been waiting for him, 
In bare feet ... 

in the shadow of a great tree, 
in the middle of a public park 
in the midst of a sunny and hot 


august day. 


She did not want 
to be there, but wished to be inside 


a cool and dark room, away from 
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the happy giggles of young children, 
the barks of their yappy little dogs 


and the preying eyes of their guardians. 


But he insisted, as he always did 
with his groping hands and his 
erect manner. He was older than 
she was by three years. 

She was vestal, and innocent, 

he was a scoundrel with a 


high school reputation. 


Everyone knew he was a bastard, 
but this is what made meeting up 
with him all alone so thrilling. 

He wanted some place intimate ... 
she knew better to sit under a 

big tree in a public park with 


other people milling fro and to. 


She enjoyed his attention up to a point, 
that point being when he groped and grabbed 


at her and said ... let's ... 


She had obliged just once, 
but groped and grabbed him instead ... 
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getting him to flood, 
the sticky 

gooeyness 

of him. 

But she did not let him, 
you know ... 

devour her and 


cast her aside. 


So instead she tickled 

and teased him and caused him to flood 
again, with every lengthening breeches 
of his mock 


modesty ... 


while others milled 

fro and to, 

just an earshot away, 

as if they did not suspect 


her of tickling and teasing him ... 


The tree swayed, 
and so did the soft verdant grass. 


But she stood fast against the breeze 


The girl watched as a giant black beetle, 
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scuttled blindly across the soft, verdant grass, 


claws devouring the air, 
spurred on by that secret, 
shameful 

fire 

that rage 

within the bellies 

of beasts and bugs alike ... 
that tragic fitful ultra-violence 


of animal need and desire. 


The beetle paused and moved 

its head fro and to. He could 
sense the presence of the female 
he sought. He snapped his claws, 
as if, if it had a tongue, it could 
lick his lips with that frenzied 


anticipation of blind sexuality. 


The black, wretched beetle staggered 
sideways in its frenzy. The girl, 
fascinated, 

could not take her eyes off of it. 

She wondered if it dragged its 

penis on the ground, or whether 


it was no longer flaccid but 
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hard likes its carapace, 
ready to spear its prey ... 


its cara sposa. 


It was a hot summer day 
and the girl wished she too 
could amble across the soft, 
verdant grass 


unencumbered like a bug with no clothes. 


She had decided to make his groping 
easier by leaving her modest breasts 
free for him to tickle and tease. 

Now she spied about and noticed 
that no one took notice of her, 

and so she scuttled out of her wet 
and steamy panties, and waved 


her dress about to cool herself. 


It was then that she noticed the 
beetle scurrying in a widening 
circle of confusion, not knowing 


which way to scuttle next. 


It was then that the girl 


understood that she was what 
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the wretched black beetle sought! 


The revulsion this brought her 
passed as quickly as a smile 
came to her. Why not! 

So she billowed her dress 

and sat astride the beetle: 


I am game ... if you are! 


And in short order she could 
feel the scuttle fro and to, 

just as her Casanova walked up, 
licking his lips in anticipation. 
And as she tried to talk to him 
all she really felt was the beetle, 
hesitant, unsure of itself, and 


the fire in the little bug's belly. 


Bewildered it scuttled on ... 


She flushed and told the boy 

that it was because of the summer 
heat that she was blushing, not him, 
but really it was because of the beetle 
that had grasped where it was 


and hesitated as it moved its claws 
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to and from, to and fro, 
in the darkness of the chasm, 


the fork that it found itself now trapped. 


It had not the courage to scurry 

forth into the moist, sweet cavern 

that gapped high before it. It had 
crept into and 

out of the dark, damp earth 

but this was something it had 

never experienced before, 

yet the beetle could not scurry back 
for it was drunk with the pungency 

of the place that now had overpowered 


its beastly instincts. 


The girl did not heed the groping 

and grabbing of the boy 

but instead brought her legs together 

to trap the monster. The beetle somehow 
knew that as long as it cast its claws 

to and fro, to and fro, 

the gap around him would not close, 

the sweet chasm would not devour him, 
and the forceful flood 


that now spilled over him, 
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would not abate ... 


And so it did what it needed to ... 
in a fit of its own flood, 

spilled its green verdant juices 
across the warm and inviting 


thighs of the girl. 


Now exhausted, the bug 
no longer cared about 
where it was, 


or what it was doing. 


Its petit mort was just a prelude to the big one .... 


The girl felt it all and let out a sigh, and 
thought to herself that 

a boy 

is a boy 

is a boy 


... once spent he was of no use to her. 


So she lifted her dress 
just enough to let the hungry eyes 
of the boy spy the exhausted 


amorous beetle 
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and the sticky, gooeyness of it. 

She stood. He stood back from her. 

The look of revulsion on his face said it all. 
The bug was better than he was. 


Leave me alone. 


She walked away, 
enjoying the sticky feeling between her thighs and 


knowing she was the mistress of bug and beast alike. 


She had been waiting for him 
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For interesting Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics, Physcs and Astronomy 
Vancouver. BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Modern Day Poems 
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A History Lesson by Anina Robb 


I fell in love with my History teacher 
when I was twelve 
and parted my hair down the middle. 


I never expected him to fall back. 


My teacher directed— 
no one can know, touch me here. 
I bathed in the secret of being kissed 


for the first time. 


I looked sideways at my reflection, 
how my stomach curved past my hip bones. 


I parted my hair on the side. 


In the bathroom stall, l'd unfold his notes 
and read them slowly, 
holding each word in my mouth. 


Sometimes, I'd kiss my palm. 


I knew something was true: 


my teacher would never leave his wife — 


and I hated my young body 


for being full of so many holes. 
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In the mirror all I could see 

were my teacher's freckled hands 

touching my growing breasts, 

and all I wanted was 

for my body to become as small as a breath, 


so no one could teach me again. 
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At Café Trieste at San Pablo by Catherine Simpson 


I like gathering up these images 

So I can tell you about them later: 

The dark red walls, the low-hanging 
Lamps, the marble-topped little 

Tables and the chairs with spindly 

Legs. There's a father in a plaid 

Newsboy hat with his daughter hanging 
From a contraption on his chest: she 
Points her forefinger like Michelangelo's 
Adam, with the same quiet wakening. 

A man in a red cardigan and with a 

White mustache glances over at me, and 
Then I think of him in some kitchen later 
Tonight, a gray-haired woman bustling 

At the stove while he peeks in the fridge, and 
He says, There was this red-haired girl 

At Caffe Trieste today down on San Pablo, 
A real tall lady, and all she did for hours 


Was stare and stare at people. 
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Blossoms of Orange by Pamela Biery 


Flat and tanned, the pelvis bones protrude, 
a fragrant orange blossom could stand 
using her navel for a vase 


in the white heat of a summer sun. 


But at eight and a half months, the stomach 

is as taut as a Valencia Navel, round and firm. 
Where once the blossom of an orange 

might have stood, now a stem, 


just a slight protrusion on a snug, round surface. 


Orange rinds 
with porous divots and layers of wrapping, unpeel easily 
once so uniform and glowing, now cast aside 


for the fruit revealed. 


Yet, laying in the sun 

the pelvis bones still protrude, 

revealing an awkward space, neither full nor empty, 
like a small concave bowl 


of sweet marmalade. 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 Page 58 


A Small Price by Max West 


Poverty ... 

is a small price to pay 

to be one who brings 

even a single scented stem 
of what flowers 

beyond the death 


of all our graves 


The Baggage by Mandi Henderson 


I feel your thoughts. I feel your thoughts within my thoughts. 
Clouding my clarity. 

Roaming the reams of my centre. 

Your Voice 

It Echoes: echoes, echoes, echoes 

Eerily through my ponderings; within my veins; across my 
vision. 

A ripple of suffocation ignites — my colossal, abrasive 
reminder. 


This is the Present: 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 Page 59 


“Be not mistaken my dear,” 

This is Reality. 

Acknowledging the weight of your shifting heart, 

My functioning feels faltered. 

I long for an Absence of much. 

Longing, though, in its sickly, cyclical, redundant nature 
Mocks me in murmurs. 

And so, 

I carry your thoughts. 

I carry your thoughts within my thoughts. 
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Black Hat by Sharon Garrard 


Therefore, marriage is not to be entered into unadvisedly or lightly, 
but reverently, deliberately, and in accordance with the purposes for 
which it was instituted by God... 

—Anglican Wedding Ceremony 


Love was 

Sunday lunch. 

Roast beef, Yorkshire pudding, flowered wallpaper and a considerable lack 
of dust. 

Fellowship. Friendship. Feasting. Such great intentions. 

Routine nestles itself into the corners of our daily lives. 

Over time, the food begins to rot, the surfaces become neglected, the 
wallpaper peels, the conversation is pulled, pushed, and stretched to its limit. 
Everyone stays where they are, shovelling rotting food into their mouths 
believing it to be nourishment. 

We press on, ignoring the decayed surroundings, until the wooden beams 
begin to fall from the ceiling. 

My apron is getting dirty, my hands are unwashed. 

Should I escape? 


Love was 
Stockinged feet. 
Down the aisle, across the threshold, past the kitchen tiles that leave my feet 


cold. 
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I took your hand as we walked through the familiarity. 

I had visions of the future, of us holding a tiny life that we'd made, of porch 
swings and other clichés. 

You thought you were funny. Your voice grew louder as you approached the 
punch-line. 

You always laughed the loudest. 

Your bright eyes grew darker. Promises transformed into lies. Lies that I 
believed. 

Gentle touches began to leave my skin cold and clammy. 


I think I need to escape. 


Love was 

Five minutes. 

I didn't know any better. I wondered what the fuss was about. 

The shapes on the ceiling took form. Form and substance. 

I became stifled and smothered under your increasing weight. Life slowly 
being squeezed out. 

Numbness took over. My visions of the future didn't include you anymore. 
This cannot carry on, or I will surely die. Well, I will. My body will breathe 
and eat and shit and sleep and get up and function. 

But me, I will be gone. For every short, selfish second that goes by, I fade. 


I have to escape. 


Love was 
Quotes. (I fucking hate quotes. } 


Seneca. Avenue. Cigarettes. Coffee. A million miles away. 
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Options exhausted, I slump into a stupor. 

He said, ‘It’s not because things are difficult that we do not dare, but 
because we do not dare that things are difficult.’ 

Yeah right. It's because I cannot find the energy within myself to tell you 
that I hate you. 

Instead I tell you the exact opposite. And every time I do it my ability to 
love becomes blacker. 

Perpetual sickness is taking me over. 


I must escape. 


In the real world there are no villains. No one actually sets out to do 
evil... There are only people with problems, struggling to solve them. 


— Ben Bova 
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Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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There was a Young Lady Named Bright, 


There was a young lady named bright, 
who traveled much faster than light. 
She traveled one day, 
in a relative way ... 


and returned on the previous night 


Anonymous 


Cio Che non poteva Essere by Mandi Henderson 


Despite my sincerest efforts, 
Your image, 
stunning and coy 


remains burnt within the very center of my ambiance. 


Indeed, 

the ocean ripples with a delicious distance; 

vibrating, yet vast. 

Laughable considerations gallivanting with a sheer naked reserve, 
splatter feverish and rosy in the crevices that exist 
S-O-m-e-w-h-e-r-e 


between our pulses and the great abyss. 
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Wits catch me at last. 


Breath, sudden and sure. 


Yet, both fail me with utter weakness 
at the surfacing of Chianti. 

Ruby and fucking cheeky. 

And then, there it is 


again. 


Your mouth; painted to mine, 
smoky and bitter, 


following obediently with a red vibrancy. 


Dammi un bacio. 


A commanding, mental forever; 


my compliance is yours. 


Full-bodied with burning depths. 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 Page 67 


Day of Accounting by Julie Stuckey 


The ides of April — that onerous, weighty date — 


Requires and demands an accounting: 
a methodical review of all choices, 
a coming to terms with the realities of our days; 
placed on the scale of life 


to determine relative plusses and minuses. 


Stretching the bounds of our orderly, circumscribed routine 
we are caught unaware at the edges of forgetting. 


Stumbling with weariness and finally sitting down in exhaustion, 


We render our givings and takings\ 
our debits and credits 


our loves and failings ... 


Hoping with fingers crossed after numerous recalculations 
that withholdings were entered correctly 


to enable our portfolio to grow in leaps and bounds — 


All while shielding misgivings in that dark, tight corner 


of net worth. 
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If We Could Walk at the Speed of Light by Micah Towery 


If we walked 

at the speed of light 

nobody would apologize 

for arriving too early for dinner 
at a neighbor's house 

and our neighbors would all live further 
apart, like on Jupiter and Mars, 
and my grandmother 

would have lived somewhere 
past Pluto instead of Delaware. 
Nobody would wear watches 
and we would probably return 
to time measured by work-axes 
grown heavy, their increasing masses 
making them useless, 

telling us to stop, 

and since we'd have no clocks 
to measure time together 

we'd have to decide on our own 
when it was the right time 

to go home for dinner 


with our wives and children. 
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I Know What You Mean by Jessie Gaynor 


You say 

Ilava you 
Ilivery you 

I Lermontov you 
I Los Lobos you 


I frontal lobe you 


And I am almost certain 


I know what you mean. 
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There is more to me than blood and bones by Sarah Gackle 


There is more in me than blood and bones; 
More than fibers stretching fibers holding muscle moving joint; 


More than the spark of mind's fire, snapping synapses. 


There is something deeper than senses. 
Something I call good, 


Something calling back, “not so.” 


I cannot remove it with a simple bloodletting, 
Still it escapes me in spurting streams 
Or rises to the surface of my skin and evaporates, 


surrounding me, then dispersing. 


Yours and mine gather together in a cloud 
That storms and swells, collecting his, hers and theirs. 
We strain our senses under an opaque sky; 


Painted without illumination, 


We cannot see that it is beautiful, 


This why ... inside my blood and bones. 
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Canadian Poems 
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Five Poems by Archibald Lampman 


April Night 


How deep the April night is in its noon, 

The hopeful, solemn, many-murmured night! 

The earth lies hushed with expectation; bright 
Above the world's dark border burns the moon. 
Yellow and large; from forest floorways, strewn 
With flowers, and fields that tingle with new birth. 
The moist smell of the unimprisoned earth 

Come up, a sigh, a haunting promise. Soon, 

Ah, soon, the teeming triumph! At my feet 

The river with its stately sweep and wheel 

Moves on slow-motioned, luminous, gray like steel. 
From fields far off whose watery hollows gleam. 
Aye with blown throats that make the long hours sweet, 


The sleepless toads are murmuring in their dreams. 


The Largest Life 


I lie upon my bed and hear and see. 
The moon is rising through the glistening trees; 
And momently a great and sombre breeze, 


With a vast voice returning fitfully, 
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Comes like a deep-toned grief, and stirs in me, 
Somehow, by some inexplicable art, 

A sense of my soul's strangeness, and its part 

In the dark march of human destiny. 

What am I, then, and what are they that pass 
Yonder, and love and laugh, and mourn and weep? 
What shall they know of me, or I, alas! 

Of them? Little. At times, as if from sleep, 

We waken to this yearning passionate mood. 


And tremble at our spiritual solitude. 


II 


Nay, never once to feel we are alone. 
While the great human heart around us lies: 
To make the smile on other lips our own, 


To live upon the light in others' eyes 


To breathe without a doubt the limped air 
Of that most perfect love that knows no pain: 
To say—1 love you—only, and not care 


Whether the love come back to us again 


Divinest self-forgetfulness, at first 
A task, and then a tonic, then a need; 


To greet with open hands the best and worst. 
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And only for another's wound to bleed: 
This is to see the beauty that God meant, 
Wrapped round with life, ineffably content. 


Ill 


There is a beauty at the goal of life, 

A beauty growing since the world began, 
Througli every age and race, through lapse and strife 
Till the great human soul complete her span. 
Beneath the waves of storm that lash and burn, 
The currents of blind passion that appall. 

To listen and keep watch till we discern 

The tide of sovereign truth that guides it all; 

So to address our spirits to the height, 

And so attune them to the valiant whole. 

That the great light be clearer for our light. 
And the great soul the stronger for our soul: 

To have done this is to have lived, though fame 


Remember us with no familiar name. 


The Railway Station 


The darkness brings no quiet here, the light 


No waking: ever on my blinded brain 
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The flare of lights, the rush, and cry, and strain, 

The engine's scream, the hiss and thunder smite: 

I see the hurrying crowds, the clasp, the flight, 

Faces that touch, eyes that are dim with pain. 

I see the hoarse wheels turn, and the great train 
Move labouring out into the bourneless night. 

So many souls within its dim recesses. 

So many bright, so many mournful eyes: 

Mine eyes that watch grow fixed with dreams and guesses; 
What threads of life, what hidden histories. 

What sweet or passionate dreams and dark distresses. 


What unknown thoughts, what various agonies! 


In March 


The sun falls warm: the southern winds awake: 


The air seethes upwards with a steamy shiver 


Each dip of the road is now a crystal lake. 

And every rut a little dancing river. 

Through great soft clouds that sunder overhead 
The deep sky breaks as pearly blue as summer: 
Out of a cleft beside the river's bed 

Flaps the black crow, the first demure newcomer. 


The last seared drifts are eating fast away 
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With glassy tinkle into glittering laces: 
Dogs lie asleep, and little children play 
With tops and marbles in the sun-bare places; 
And I that stroll with many a thoughtful pause 


Almost forget that winter ever was. 


After Rain 


For three whole days across the sky, 
In sullen packs that loomed and broke, 
With flying fringes dim as smoke. 
The columns of the rain went by; 
At every hour the wind awoke; 
The darkness passed upon the plain; 
The great drops rattled at the pane. 


Now piped the wind, or far aloof 
Fell to a sough remote and dull; 
And all night long with rush and lull 
The rain kept drumming on the roof: 
I heard till ear and sense were full 
The clash or silence of the leaves, 


The gurgle in the creaking eaves. 


But when the fourth day came—at noon, 
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The darkness and the rain were by; 
The sunward roofs were steaming dry; . 
And all the world was flecked and strewn 
With shadows from a fleecy sky. 
The haymakers were forth and gone. 

And every rillet laughed and shone. 


Then, too, on me that loved so well 


The world, despairing in her blight, 
Uplifted with her least delight. 
On me, as on the earth, there fell 
New happiness of mirth and might; 
I strode the valleys pied and still; 
I climbed upon the breezy hill. 


I watched the gray hawk wheel and drop, 
Sole shadow on the shining' world; 

I saw the mountains clothed and curled. 
With forest ruffling to the top; 

I saw the river's length unfurled, 


Pale silver down the fruited plain, 


Grown great and stately with the rain. 


Through miles of shadow and soft heat, 
Where field and fallow, fence and tree, 


Were all one world of greenery, 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 


Page 78 


I heard the robin ringing sweet. 
The sparrow piping silverly. 
The thrushes at the forest's hem; 


And as I went I sang with them. 
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At the Making of Man by Bliss Carman 


First all the host of Raphael 

In liveries of gold, 

Lifted the chorus on whose rhythm 
The spinning spheres are rolled,— 
The Seraphs of the morning calm 


Whose hearts are never cold. 


He shall be born a spirit. 

Part of the soul that yearns, 

The core of vital gladness 

That suffers and discerns. 

The stir that breaks the budding sheath 


When the green spring returns, 


The gist of power and patience 

Hid in the plasmic clay. 

The calm behind the senses. 

The passionate essay 

To make his wise and lovely dream 


Immortal on a day. 


The soft Aprilian ardours 
That warm the waiting loam 


Shall whisper in his pulses 
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To bid him overcome, 
And he shall learn the wonder-cry 


Beneath the azure dome. 


And though all-dying nature 
Should teach him to deplore, 
The ruddy fires of autumn 

Shall lure him but the more 

To pass from joy to stronger joy, 


As through an open door. 


He shall have hope and honour. 
Proud trust and courage stark. 

To hold him to his purpose 

Through the unlighted dark. 

And love that sees the moon's full orb 


In the first silver arc. 


And he shall live by kindness 
And the heart's certitude, 

Which moves without misgiving 
In ways not understood, 

Sure only of the vast event, 


The large and simple good. 


Then Gabriel's host in silver gear 
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And vesture twilight blue, 

The spirits of immortal mind, 

The warders of the true, 

Took up the theme that gives the world 


Significance anew. 


He shall be born to reason, 
And have the primal need 

To understand and follow 
Wherever truth may lead, 

To grow in wisdom like a tree 


Unfolding from a seed. 


A watcher by the sheepfolds, 
With wonder in his eyes, 

He shall behold the seasons, 
And mark the planets rise, 

Till all the marching firmament 


Shall rouse his vast surmise. 


Beyond the sweep of vision. 

Or utmost reach of sound. 

This cunning fire-maker. 

This tiller of the ground. 

Shall learn the secrets of the suns 


And fathom the profound. 
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For he must prove all being. 
Sane, beauteous, benign, 
And at the heart of nature 
Discover the divine, 
Himself the type and symbol 


Of the eternal trine. 


He shall perceive the kindling 

Of knowledge, far and dim, 

As of the fire that brightens 
Below the dark sea-rim, 

When ray by ray the splendid sun 


Floats to the world's wide brim. 


And out of primal instinct. 

The lore of lair and den, 

He shall emerge to question 

How, wherefore, whence, and when, 
Till the last frontier of the truth 
Shall lie within his ken. 


Then Michael's scarlet-suited host 
Took up the word and sang; 
As though a trumpet had been loosed 


In heaven, the arches rang; 
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For these were they who feel the thrill 
Of beauty like a pang. 


He shall be framed and balanced 
S For loveliness and power, 

Lithe as the supple creatures, 

And coloured as a flower, 
Sustained by the all-feeding earth, 


Nurtured by wind and shower, 


To stand within the vortex 
Where surging forces play, 

A poised and pliant figure 
Immutable as they, 

Till time and space and energy 


Surrender to his sway. 


He shall be free to journey 

Over the teeming earth, 

An insatiable seeker, 

A wanderer from his birth, 
Clothed in the fragile veil of sense, 


With fortitude for girth. 


His hands shall have dominion 


Of all created things. 
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To fashion in the likeness 
Of his imaginings, 
To make his will and thought survive 


Unto a thousand springs. 


The world shall be his province. 
The princedom of his skill; 

The tides shall wear his harness. 
The winds obey his will; 

Till neither flood, nor fire, nor frost, 


Shall work to do him ill. 


A creature fit to carry 

The pure creative fire, 

Whatever truth inform him, 
Whatever good inspire. 

He shall make lovely in all things 


To the end of his desire. 
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A collection of fine literature, poetry and magazine titles 
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Goblin Market by Christina Rossetti 


Morning and evening 


Maids heard the goblins cry: 
"Come buy our orchard fruits, 
Come buy, come buy: 

Apples and quinces, 

Lemons and oranges, 

Plump unpecked cherries- 
Melons and raspberries, 
Bloom-down-cheeked peaches, 
Swart-headed mulberries, 
Wild free-born cranberries, 
Crab-apples, dewberries, 
Pine-apples, blackberries, 
Apricots, strawberries-- 

All ripe together 

In summer weather-- 

Morns that pass by, 

Fair eves that fly; 

Come buy, come buy; 

Our grapes fresh from the vine, 
Pomegranates full and fine, 
Dates and sharp bullaces, 


Rare pears and greengages, 
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Damsons and bilberries, 

Taste them and try: 

Currants and gooseberries, 
Bright-fire-like barberries, 

Figs to fill your mouth, 

Citrons from the South, 

Sweet to tongue and sound to eye, 


Come buy, come buy." 
Evening by evening 


Among the brookside rushes, 

Laura bowed her head to hear, 
Lizzie veiled her blushes: 

Crouching close together 

In the cooling weather, 

With clasping arms and cautioning lips, 
With tingling cheeks and finger-tips. 
"Lie close," Laura said, 

Pricking up her golden head: 

We must not look at goblin men, 
We must not buy their fruits: 

Who knows upon what soil they fed 
Their hungry thirsty roots?" 

"Come buy," call the goblins 
Hobbling down the glen. 


"O! cried Lizzie, Laura, Laura, 
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You should not peep at goblin men." 
Lizzie covered up her eyes 

Covered close lest they should look; 
Laura reared her glossy head, 

And whispered like the restless brook: 
"Look, Lizzie, look, Lizzie, 

Down the glen tramp little men. 
One hauls a basket, 

One bears a plate, 

One lugs a golden dish 

Of many pounds' weight. 

How fair the vine must grow 
Whose grapes are so luscious; 

How warm the wind must blow 
Through those fruit bushes." 

"No," said Lizzie, "no, no, no; 
Their offers should not charm us, 
Their evil gifts would harm us." 

She thrust a dimpled finger 

In each ear, shut eyes and ran: 
Curious Laura chose to linger 
Wondering at each merchant man. 
One had a cat's face, 

One whisked a tail, 

One tramped at a rat's pace, 


One crawled like a snail, 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 Page 90 


One like a wombat prowled obtuse and furry, 


One like a ratel tumbled hurry-scurry. 
Lizzie heard a voice like voice of doves 
Cooing all together: 

They sounded kind and full of loves 


In the pleasant weather. 


Laura stretched her gleaming neck 
Like a rush-imbedded swan, 

Like a lily from the beck, 

Like a moonlit poplar branch, 

Like a vessel at the launch 

When its last restraint is gone. 
Backwards up the mossy glen 
Turned and trooped the goblin men, 
With their shrill repeated cry, 

"Come buy, come buy." 

When they reached where Laura was 
They stood stock still upon the moss, 
Leering at each other, 

Brother with queer brother; 
Signalling each other, 

Brother with sly brother. 

One set his basket down, 

One reared his plate; 


One began to weave a crown 
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Of tendrils, leaves, and rough nuts brown 
(Men sell not such in any town); 

One heaved the golden weight 

Of dish and fruit to offer her: 

"Come buy, come buy," was still their cry. 
Laura stared but did not stir, 

Longed but had no money: 

The whisk-tailed merchant bade her taste 
In tones as smooth as honey, 

The cat-faced purr'd, 

The rat-paced spoke a word 

Of welcome, and the snail-paced even 
was heard; One parrot-voiced and jolly 
Cried "Pretty Goblin" still for "Pretty Polly"; 
One whistled like a bird. 


But sweet-tooth Laura spoke in haste: 
"Good folk, I have no coin; 

To take were to purloin: 

I have no copper in my purse, 

I have no silver either, 

And all my gold is on the furze 

That shakes in windy weather 

Above the rusty heather." 

"You have much gold upon your head," 


They answered altogether: 
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"Buy from us with a golden curl." 

She clipped a precious golden lock, 

She dropped a tear more rare than pearl, 
Then sucked their fruit globes fair or red: 
Sweeter than honey from the rock, 
Stronger than man-rejoicing wine, 
Clearer than water flowed that juice; 


She never tasted such before, 


How should it cloy with length of use? 

She sucked and sucked and sucked the more 
Fruits which that unknown orchard bore, 
She sucked until her lips were sore; 

Then flung the emptied rinds away, 

But gathered up one kernel stone, 

And knew not was it night or day 


As she turned home alone. 


Lizzie met her at the gate 

Full of wise upbraidings: 

"Dear, you should not stay so late, 
Twilight is not good for maidens; 
Should not loiter in the glen 

In the haunts of goblin men. 

Do you not remember Jeanie, 

How she met them in the moonlight, 


Took their gifts both choice and many, 
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Ate their fruits and wore their flowers 
Plucked from bowers 

Where summer ripens at all hours? 
But ever in the moonlight 

She pined and pined away; 

Sought them by night and day, 
Found them no more, but dwindled and grew gray; 
Then fell with the first snow, 

While to this day no grass will grow 
Where she lies low: 

I planted daisies there a year ago 
That never blow. 

You should not loiter so." 

"Nay hush," said Laura. 

"Nay hush, my sister: 

I ate and ate my fill, 

Yet my mouth waters still; 
To-morrow night I will 

Buy more," and kissed her. 

"Have done with sorrow; 

I'll bring you plums to-morrow 
Fresh on their mother twigs, 
Cherries worth getting; 

You cannot think what figs 

My teeth have met in, 

What melons, icy-cold 
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Piled on a dish of gold 

Too huge for me to hold, 

What peaches with a velvet nap, 
Pellucid grapes without one seed: 


Odorous indeed must be the mead 


Whereon they grow, and pure the wave they drink, 


With lilies at the brink, 


And sugar-sweet their sap." 


Golden head by golden head, 

Like two pigeons in one nest 
Folded in each other's wings, 

They lay down, in their curtained bed: 
Like two blossoms on one stem, 
Like two flakes of new-fallen snow, 
Like two wands of ivory 

Tipped with gold for awful kings. 
Moon and stars beamed in at them, 
Wind sang to them lullaby, 
Lumbering owls forbore to fly, 

Not a bat flapped to and fro 

Round their rest: 

Cheek to cheek and breast to breast 


Locked together in one nest. 


Early in the morning 
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When the first cock crowed his warning, 
Neat like bees, as sweet and busy, 

Laura rose with Lizzie: 

Fetched in honey, milked the cows, 
Aired and set to rights the house, 
Kneaded cakes of whitest wheat, 

Cakes for dainty mouths to eat, 

Next churned butter, whipped up cream, 
Fed their poultry, sat and sewed; 

Talked as modest maidens should 
Lizzie with an open heart, 

Laura in an absent dream, 

One content, one sick in part; 

One warbling for the mere bright day's delight, 
One longing for the night. 


At length slow evening came-- 


They went with pitchers to the reedy brook; 
Lizzie most placid in her look, 

Laura most like a leaping flame. 

They drew the gurgling water from its deep 
Lizzie plucked purple and rich golden flags, 
Then turning homeward said: "The sunset flushes 
Those furthest loftiest crags; 

Come, Laura, not another maiden lags, 


No wilful squirrel wags, 
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The beasts and birds are fast asleep." 
But Laura loitered still among the rushes 


And said the bank was steep. 


And said the hour was early still, 

The dew not fallen, the wind not chill: 
Listening ever, but not catching 

The customary cry, 

"Come buy, come buy," 

With its iterated jingle 

Of sugar-baited words: 

Not for all her watching 

Once discerning even one goblin 
Racing, whisking, tumbling, hobbling; 
Let alone the herds 

That used to tramp along the glen, 

In groups or single, 


Of brisk fruit-merchant men. 


Till Lizzie urged, "O Laura, come, 

I hear the fruit-call, but I dare not look: 
You should not loiter longer at this brook: 
Come with me home. 

The stars rise, the moon bends her arc, 
Each glow-worm winks her spark, 


Let us get home before the night grows dark; 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 Page 97 


For clouds may gather even 
Though this is summer weather, 
Put out the lights and drench us through; 


Then if we lost our way what should we do?" 


Laura turned cold as stone 

To find her sister heard that cry alone, 

That goblin cry, 

"Come buy our fruits, come buy." 

Must she then buy no more such dainty fruit? 
Must she no more such succous pasture find, 
Gone deaf and blind? 

Her tree of life drooped from the root: 

She said not one word in her heart's sore ache; 
But peering thro' the dimness, naught discerning, 
Trudged home, her pitcher dripping all the way; 
So crept to bed, and lay 

Silent 'til Lizzie slept; 

Then sat up in a passionate yearning, 

And gnashed her teeth for balked desire, and wept 
As if her heart would break. 


Day after day, night after night, 
Laura kept watch in vain, 
In sullen silence of exceeding pain. 


She never caught again the goblin cry: 
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"Come buy, come buy," 

She never spied the goblin men 

Hawking their fruits along the glen: 

But when the noon waxed bright 

Her hair grew thin and gray; 

She dwindled, as the fair full moon doth turn 
To swift decay, and burn 


Her fire away. 


One day remembering her kernel-stone 
She set it by a wall that faced the south; 
Dewed it with tears, hoped for a root, 
Watched for a waxing shoot, 

But there came none; 

It never saw the sun, 

It never felt the trickling moisture run: 
While with sunk eyes and faded mouth 
She dreamed of melons, as a traveller sees 
False waves in desert drouth 

With shade of leaf-crowned trees, 


And burns the thirstier in the sandful breeze. 


She no more swept the house, 
Tended the fowls or cows, 


Fetched honey, kneaded cakes of wheat, 
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Brought water from the brook: 
But sat down listless in the chimney-nook 


And would not eat. 


Tender Lizzie could not bear 

To watch her sister's cankerous care, 
Yet not to share. 

She night and morning 

Caught the goblins' cry: 

"Come buy our orchard fruits, 
Come buy, come buy." 

Beside the brook, along the glen 
She heard the tramp of goblin men, 
The voice and stir 

Poor Laura could not hear; 

Longed to buy fruit to comfort her, 
But feared to pay too dear, 


She thought of Jeanie in her grave, 
Who should have been a bride; 

But who for joys brides hope to have 
Fell sick and died 

In her gay prime, 

In earliest winter-time, 


With the first glazing rime, 
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With the first snow-fall of crisp winter-time. 


Till Laura, dwindling, 

Seemed knocking at Death's door: 

Then Lizzie weighed no more 

Better and worse, 

But put a silver penny in her purse, 

Kissed Laura, crossed the heath with clumps of furze 
At twilight, halted by the brook, 

And for the first time in her life 


Began to listen and look. 


Laughed every goblin 

When they spied her peeping: 
Came towards her hobbling, 
Flying, running, leaping, 
Puffing and blowing, 
Chuckling, clapping, crowing, 
Clucking and gobbling, 
Mopping and mowing, 

Full of airs and graces, 
Pulling wry faces, 

Demure grimaces, 


Cat-like and rat-like, 
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Ratel and wombat-like, 
Snail-paced in a hurry, 
Parrot-voiced and whistler, 
Helter-skelter, hurry-skurry, 
Chattering like magpies, 
Fluttering like pigeons, 
Gliding like fishes, -- 
Hugged her and kissed her; 
Squeezed and caressed her; 
Stretched up their dishes, 
Panniers and plates: 

"Look at our apples 

Russet and dun, 

Bob at our cherries 

Bite at our peaches, 
Citrons and dates, 

Grapes for the asking, 
Pears red with basking 

Out in the sun, 

Plums on their twigs; 
Pluck them and suck them, 


Pomegranates, figs." 


"Good folk," said Lizzie, 
Mindful of Jeanie, 
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"Give me much and many"; -- 
Held out her apron, 

Tossed them her penny. 

"Nay, take a seat with us, 
Honor and eat with us," 

They answered grinning; 

"Our feast is but beginning. 
Night yet is early, 

Warm and dew-pearly, 
Wakeful and starry: 

Such fruits as these 

No man can carry; 

Half their bloom would fly, 
Half their dew would dry, 

Half their flavor would pass by. 
Sit down and feast with us, 

Be welcome guest with us, 
Cheer you and rest with us." 
"Thank you," said Lizzie; "but one waits 
At home alone for me: 

So, without further parleying, 
If you will not sell me any 

Of your fruits though much and many, 
Give me back my silver penny 
I tossed you for a fee." 


They began to scratch their pates, 
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No longer wagging, purring, 

But visibly demurring, 

Grunting and snarling. 

One called her proud, 

Cross-grained, uncivil; 

Their tones waxed loud, 

Their looks were evil. 

Lashing their tails 

They trod and hustled her, 

Elbowed and jostled her, 

Clawed with their nails, 

Barking, mewing, hissing, mocking, 
Tore her gown and soiled her stocking, 
Twitched her hair out by the roots, 
Stamped upon her tender feet, 

Held her hands and squeezed their fruits 


Against her mouth to make her eat. 


White and golden Lizzie stood, 
Like a lily in a flood, 

Like a rock of blue-veined stone 
Lashed by tides obstreperously, -- 
Like a beacon left alone 

In a hoary roaring sea, 


Sending up a golden fire, -- 
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Like a fruit-crowned orange-tree 
White with blossoms honey-sweet 
Sore beset by wasp and bee, -- 
Like a royal virgin town 

Topped with gilded dome and spire 
Close beleaguered by a fleet 


Mad to tear her standard down. 


One may lead a horse to water, 

Twenty cannot make him drink. 

Though the goblins cuffed and caught her, 
Coaxed and fought her, 

Bullied and besought her, 

Scratched her, pinched her black as ink, 
Kicked and knocked her, 

Mauled and mocked her, 

Lizzie uttered not a word; 

Would not open lip from lip 

Lest they should cram a mouthful in; 

But laughed in heart to feel the drip 

Of juice that syruped all her face, 

And lodged in dimples of her chin, 

And streaked her neck which quaked like curd. 
At last the evil people, 


Worn out by her resistance, 
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Flung back her penny, kicked their fruit 
Along whichever road they took, 

Not leaving root or stone or shoot. 

Some writhed into the ground, 

Some dived into the brook 

With ring and ripple. 

Some scudded on the gale without a sound, 


Some vanished in the distance. 


In a smart, ache, tingle, 

Lizzie went her way; 

Knew not was it night or day; 

Sprang up the bank, tore through the furze, 
Threaded copse and dingle, 

And heard her penny jingle 

Bouncing in her purse, -- 

Its bounce was music to her ear. 

She ran and ran 

As if she feared some goblin man 
Dogged her with gibe or curse 

Or something worse: 

But not one goblin skurried after, 

Nor was she pricked by fear; 

The kind heart made her windy-paced 
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That urged her home quite out of breath 
with haste And inward laughter. 


She cried "Laura," up the garden, 
"Did you miss me ? 

Come and kiss me. 

Never mind my bruises, 

Hug me, kiss me, suck my juices 
Squeezed from goblin fruits for you, 
Goblin pulp and goblin dew. 

Eat me, drink me, love me; 

Laura, make much of me: 

For your sake I have braved the glen 


And had to do with goblin merchant men." 


Laura started from her chair, 

Flung her arms up in the air, 
Clutched her hair: 

"Lizzie, Lizzie, have you tasted 

For my sake the fruit forbidden? 
Must your light like mine be hidden, 
Your young life like mine be wasted, 
Undone in mine undoing, 

And ruined in my ruin; 


Thirsty, cankered, goblin-ridden?" 
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She clung about her sister, 

Kissed and kissed and kissed her: 

Tears once again 

Refreshed her shrunken eyes, 

Dropping like rain 

After long sultry drouth; 

Shaking with aguish fear, and pain, 

She kissed and kissed her with a hungry mouth. 


Her lips began to scorch, 

That juice was wormwood to her tongue, 
She loathed the feast: 

Writhing as one possessed she leaped and sung, 
Rent all her robe, and wrung 

Her hands in lamentable haste, 

And beat her breast. 

Her locks streamed like the torch 

Borne by a racer at full speed, 

Or like the mane of horses in their flight, 
Or like an eagle when she stems the light 
Straight toward the sun, 

Or like a caged thing freed, 


Or like a flying flag when armies run. 
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Swift fire spread through her veins, knocked at her heart, 
Met the fire smouldering there 

And overbore its lesser flame, 

She gorged on bitterness without a name: 
Ah! fool, to choose such part 

Of soul-consuming care! 

Sense failed in the mortal strife: 

Like the watch-tower of a town 

Which an earthquake shatters down, 

Like a lightning-stricken mast, 

Like a wind-uprooted tree 

Spun about, 

Like a foam-topped water-spout 

Cast down headlong in the sea, 

She fell at last; 

Pleasure past and anguish past, 

Is it death or is it life ? 

Life out of death. 

That night long Lizzie watched by her, 
Counted her pulse's flagging stir, 

Felt for her breath, 

Held water to her lips, and cooled her face 
With tears and fanning leaves: 

But when the first birds chirped about their eaves, 
And early reapers plodded to the place 

Of golden sheaves, 
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And dew-wet grass 

Bowed in the morning winds so brisk to pass, 

And new buds with new day 

Opened of cup-like lilies on the stream, 

Laura awoke as from a dream, 

Laughed in the innocent old way, 

Hugged Lizzie but not twice or thrice; 

Her gleaming locks showed not one thread of gray, 
Her breath was sweet as May, 


And light danced in her eyes. 


Days, weeks, months, years 
Afterwards, when both were wives 
With children of their own; 

Their mother-hearts beset with fears, 
Their lives bound up in tender lives; 
Laura would call the little ones 

And tell them of her early prime, 
Those pleasant days long gone 

Of not-returning time: 

Would talk about the haunted glen, 
The wicked, quaint fruit-merchant men, 
Their fruits like honey to the throat, 
But poison in the blood; 


(Men sell not such in any town;) 
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Would tell them how her sister stood 
In deadly peril to do her good, 

And win the fiery antidote: 

Then joining hands to little hands 
Would bid them cling together, 

"For there is no friend like a sister, 
In calm or stormy weather, 

To cheer one on the tedious way, 

To fetch one if one goes astray, 

To lift one if one totters down, 


To strengthen whilst one stands." 
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The Ghost's Leavetaking by Sylvia Plath 


Enter the chilly no-man's land of about 

Five o'clock in the morning, the no-colour void 
Where the waking head rubbishes out the draggled lot 
Of sulphurous dreamscapes and obscure lunar 
conundrums 

Which seemed, when dreamed, to mean so profoundly 
much, 

Gets ready to face the ready-made creation 

Of chairs and bureaus and sleep-twisted sheets. 

This is the kingdom of the fading apparition, 

The oracular ghost who dwindles on pin-legs 

To a knot of laundry, with a classic bunch of sheets 
Upraised, as a hand, emblematic of farewell. 

At this joint between two worlds and two entirely 
Incompatible modes of time, the raw material 

Of our meat-and-potato thoughts assumes the nimbus 
Of ambrosial revelation. And so departs. 

Chair and bureau are the hieroglyphs 

Of some godly utterance wakened heads ignore: 

So these posed sheets, before they thin to nothing, 
Speak in sign language of a lost otherworld, 

A world we lose by merely waking up. 

Trailing its telltale tatters only at the outermost 


Fringe of mundane vision, this ghost goes 


Poetic Voice Volume 4 - Spring 2021 


Page 112 


Hand aloft, goodbye, goodbye, not down 

Into the rocky gizzard of the earth, 

But toward a region where our thick atmosphere 
Diminishes, and God knows what is there. 

A point of exclamation marks that sky 

In ringing orange like a stellar carrot. 

Its round period, displaced and green, 

Suspends beside it the first point, the starting 
Point of Eden, next the new moon's curve. 

Go, ghost of our mother and father, ghost of us, 
And ghost of our dreams' children, in those sheets 
Which signify our origin and end, 

To the cloud-cuckoo land of colour wheels 

And pristine alphabets and cows that moo 

And moo as they jump over moons as new 

As that crisp cusp toward which you voyage now. 
Hail and farewell. Hello, goodbye. O keeper 

Of the profane grail, the dreaming skull. 
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